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•DEDICATION TO OKMOND. 

I sang to thoughts of gentleness and love ; 

I sang to soothe the songless and the sad ; 

I sang to make some weary spirit glad ; 
I sang to teach how hearts may sing above. 



I sang to slumbering patriots, and the name 
Of Fatherland, which now has died away ; 
I sang to turn December into May ; 

I sang to win a laurel leaf from fetme. 

1 



EBOS. 

It may be thai my songs are rude and harsli, 
The sounds of thistles to the wandering wind — 
Perhaps the dreams of glory in my mind, 

Are but mirage along the desert marsh. 



Yet, if these songs should perish with my tongue, 
Be mine the grand sustaining thought in death : 
I have not wholly wasted all in breath. 

Because I look'd to thee, and loved, and sung. 



Befresh'd by light and water'd by the rain, 
The scion grows into the hardy tree : 
And rises in its grateful fervency. 

To speak the thanks it never could restrain. 



Jt gives, in part, its blossoms to the breeze. 
The blossoms send their odours to the sky, 
The leaves absorb the pois'nous airs that fly 

O'er earth on wicked missions of disease. 



EBOS. O 

But hedf its work of love is thus exprest ; 
It cannot, will not, would not be content. 
Until its bouglis with wholesome finiit are bent, 

To fall and lie upon its mother's breast. 



And so would I, dear Ormond, bring the songs 
. That rose within me from the love of thine ; 

Thou art the parent of this tree of mine, 
To thee the fruit, if fruit there be, belongs. 



EBOS. 



PEOLOGUE. 
I. 

THE poet's dream. 

Men moved around him, and the forms of things 
Stood forth to show their beauties to his eye : 

Within his heart high-thought unsealed its springs, 
And Fancy plum'd, rose upward to the sky. 



He breathed, he lived, he went about, he felt. 
And shared the nature of his brother man ; 

Pray'd from his soul before his body knelt. 
And leam'd to soar ere he tried to scan. 



EROS. 

He thought, he saw the Finite of the earth, 
Gazed as a mortal on the change of sense, 

Then rose to trace the Infinite in birth, 

The heart, the soul, the mind of Providence. 



Even as a bird that wings the ambient air, 
Before 'twas taught to look below the stars, 

He flew to angels, that his Love might share 
Their wisdom ere he heard of human scars. 



Time came and went, the poet-youth had left 
His child-clothes for the robe of sterner years ; 

The poet-man, the thinker, stood bereft 
Of fancy's hues, tho' not of passion's tears* 



One eve he watch'd the sisters of the night, 
Who smil'd and sang his spirit to repose, 

Wherein the Future drew her clouds from sight, 
And distant scenes of earthly cares arose. 



D EBOS. 

He stood upon a mountain, and below 

His kindred moved and plied their varied toil ; 

He stood a mediator for their woe, 
A priest to pray down blessings on the soil. 

The lightning scarr'd and shrivell'd up his form,* 
Heav'n's rain of trials beat upon his breast ; 

But still he broke the fury of the storm. 
Ere it could fall below upon the rest. 



" Be thine," the dream-god whisper'd, " every thorn ! 

Thy bosom torn unto the bloody tear I 
And many a heart, thro' thee, shall view the mom. 

The glorious mom of God's eternal year 1 " 



He woke to mingle with the throngs of men, 
Despis'd and tortur'd by the sting neglect ; 

He fell with trials, but he rose again 
In verse to teach his kindred to reflect. 



EBOS. 

His dream was real — ^he died, and was no more, 
Yet left, to lis the treasures of his head ; 

Even as the wave, which sinks along the shore, 
Has brought its amber from the ocean's bed. 



11. 

I cannot love the lofty peak, 
That rises to the misty skies ; 
Around its breast a vapour lies, 

And there the thunder learns to shriek. 



'Tis there no living verdure blooms, 
No feather'd warblers come to sing ; 
But winter spreads his icy wing, 

And broods in silence o'er the glooms.* 



* Dove-like 
Sat brooding o'er the vast abyss. — Milton. 
And broods in silence o'er the vast abyss. — Byron. 



EBOS. 

Without a heart 'twere vain to kneel, 
Before Affection's sacred shrine. 
The sun himself forgets to shine 

Upon the country of the seaL 



I cannot hate the human race, 

Altho' I know 'tis frail and weak ; 
And so I could not love the peak, 

Because it frowns in nature's face. 



1 rather let me love the plain 1 
'Tis there the cooling waters flow, 
'Tis there the liveried blossoms glow, 

And warblers bless them with their strain. 



'Tis thence the words of Love ascend, 
To soothe a sad and troubl'd earth ; 
And there a being has its birth. 

Who loves and guards us to the end. 



EROS. ^ 

III. 

The tears we weep are gather'd from the sea 

Of Time, by Joy's irradiatmg sun ; 
The sorrows, anguish, and the pains to be, 

Have all their fountain in a bliss begun. 

Too many breezes may produce a storm, 
Too many suns bring sickness in their train ; 

Too many Oulf-streams make the sea too warm ; 
Too many joys will whet the knife of pain. 

Gold grows but slowly in the hidden earth, 
Tho' storms, with swiftness, form the rainbow arch ; 

And pearls rise slowly in a breast of worth. 
As birds come singly in the month of March. 

There may be too much thought when pensive rest 
Entwines the spirit in the stilly shade. 

And varied plans of life may fill the breast. 
As shadows occupy the idle glade. 



10 EROS. 

Love imretum'd seeks not the aid of Hate, 
Nor hugCEevenge to find some sweet relief; 

Nor does it deem its object's charms abate, 
But flies to Friendship to escape its grief. 



Love does not brood upon its hapless doom, 
And wish the hours away. Leucate's rock 

It shuns, and gathers from the hanging gloom 
The power to meet with manliness its shock. 



But ah ! 'tis hard for him who lov'd, to lose 
All mem'ry of that love, and feel cus though 

The heart were never touch'd ; 'tis hard to choose 
A path remote from that we bum'd to know. 



Yet, on the parent tree where it was bom, • 
The growing fruit cannot always remain : 

The Light, which rises with the early Mom, 
Must move its smilings to the western plain. 



EROS. 11 

Dreams have no fav'rites in the ranks of man. 

To all their charms and frowning terrors rise ; 
They hold the balance of a wondrous plan, 

Which hangs between Destruction and the skies^ 



Clouds veil the skies to kiss the earth with rain, 
The lightning's tongue speaks freshness to the air : 

Night comes that Day may gladden earth again, 
Joy's diamonds rubb'd by Sorrow are more fair. 



The acorn, bursting from its mother earth, 

Expands and greets the day's refreshing light ; 

But casts no shadow 'round its place of birth, 
'Till grown into a tree of branching might. 



EROS. 



EBOS. 15 



I. 



There is a bird of sluggish wing, 
Whose touch, where'er he haply lights, 

Is withering to each living thing, 

That blooms in vales or mountain heights. 



He sings with rich and native art. 
Ah 1 woe to such a melody 1 

He sings to those who have no heart, 
But would not, dare not, sing to me. 



There is a bird with voice so sweet, 
To nature's nice uncultur'd ears, 

The meads and rills and blossoms greet 
His songs with kisses and with tears. 



16 EBOS. 

He does not sing of Midas' dream, 
Nor Tully's crown of lambent fire. 

How could he sing a dearer theme, 
Than warm Affection's sole desire ? 



He does not sing to me of Fame, 
Nor martial glory's deathless roll ; 

He could not sing so dear a name 
As thine, to my unquiet soul. 



EROS. 17 



The dew is on the flowers, 
And the diamond in the cave ; 

A light is in the hours, 

And the amber on the wave. 



A star is in the skies, « 
And a bird is on the tree ; 

But the beaming of two eyes 
Is of dearer worth to me. 



18 XBO0. 



m. 

* 
On her char^g << Some one " with having Talent. 

All 1 were your chetrge but truly just, 
Whate'er might be the test, 

He would accept the sacred trust 
And think his spirit blest. 



For what is Talent, but a tongue 
Of heavenly harmony ? 

To sing the praises of a young 
And peerless maid like thee. 



EROS. 19 



lY. 



We parted at the Fork*, my Jda and I. 

They sought through Death, tha dwelling of the 
Blest: 

And left me on the /eajiii to «eek the rest 
They only found beyond the swelling Bky, 
The road is long, tho' rosy flowr's may bloom, 

And birds sing sweetly by the babbling stream — 

Art soothes my spirit with a varied theme : 
These guide^ but cannot light me thro' the tomb. 

Hy grief found refuge in a pleasing dream : 
I woke, and lo I thy gentle form was near^ 

God whisper'd, " seek to woo her for thy bride, 
And if she turn to thee a friendly ear, 

'Tis not in vain thy dearest kin have died ; 
With her thou'lt find them in * the golden year.' " 



20 JER08. 



My eyes may close, but not in soothing sleep. 

The dreamy god no longer sheds his balm ; 

Mght brings its shadows, but no quiet calm 
Evokes the sleep I once was wont to reap. 
The ocean swells its anthems to the clouds, 

The toiling stream desires no sluggish ease ; 

The whispering wind is ever on the seas ; 
The lightning never loiters in its shrouds : 

The stars watch alway o'er the flow'rs and trees ; 
Yes, nature cannot sleep for love, and why 

Should we be bound in slumber's opiate sphere ? 
I wonder if they sleep within the sky I 

I lose so much of thee, thou lov'd and dear, 
I wish I never more could close mine eye. 



EBOS. 21 



The desert calm may change into the storm, 
The grass be wither'd to the sickly hay, 
A sudden night descend upon the day, 

And the sweet tulip shrivel up its form ; 

The benzoar turn into the worthless dust, 
The greenwood fall before the mighty wind, 
The earthquake bury all the wealth of Ind, 

The glittering sword be crusted with the rust. 
The face of nature changes, and the trust 

Of man in earthly objects may be vain^ 
The vow of Friendship often proves deceit. 

And leaves young Hope to shiver in the rain. 
But tell me, can a soul so dear and sweet 

As thine, devote me to a cureless pain ? 



22 SB08. 



" Up and away," says the soldier, 
A» lie rushes where legions hare fought ^ 

But he goes to make widows and orphans, 
His fame is too teirihly bought* 

" Up and away," says the hunter, 
As he clambers the mountainous steep ; 

But he goes to destroy the chamois, 
And leave the young helpless to weep. 

'' Up and away," says the sailor. 
As the canvas is quickly unroll'd ; 

But he goes to enrich the old miser. 
Who batrt^ns a being for gold. 

" Up and away," oh my spirit 1 

But not to the terrible fight, 
Nor unto the pitiless hunting, 

Nor to crouch under lucre's foul might. 



xiios* 23 

" Up and away " — seek to win her : 
Earth's glory shall fade as the even ; 

But the triumph of Love will be written 
In the book of the sainted in heaven. 

VL 

The sun may smile with mellow ray, 
And bring a message from above ; 
But still, with all his fervent love, 

He throws a shadow round my way. 

The summer-wind may cool my form, 
And tune his voice to friendly glee ; 
But ah I he walks upon the sea, 

And wrecks a brother in the storm. 

The words on Luxor's lofty pile. 

Have felt the winds of countless years, 
And mock'd a nation's mingled fears ; 

But Time shall count them with his spoil. 



24 SB08. 

How sweet to think no earthly shade 
Can fall on me when thou art near I 
Thou must have seen a higher sphere, 

Else whence the light thy soul display'd ! 

Thy soothing voice can ne'er deceive 

The heart, which deems its soft'ning tone 
Hath come from music's airy zone 

To heal the scars that made it grieve. 

Ah I let me write a loving name 
In warmth upon thy precious heart ; 
Whate'er betide the pomp of art, 

ru live beyond the age of Fame. 



SB08. 25 

vn. 

Before a summer-sun had passed 

Above his helpless infant head, 

His mother slept among the dead, 
And left him to the coming blast. 

There were that lov'd the baby-child, 
And hush'd with songs his daily tears. 
And fondly nurs'd his tender years ; 

They, too, were gone before he smil'd. 

He grew into the sportive boy, 
And called upon his mother's name : 
That gentle mother never came. 

And his was but a partial joy. 

He join'd his comrades in the play. 
And roved about to hunt and fish ; 
He toil'd to please a teacher's wish ; 

And thus his boyhood pass'd away. 



26 SBO0. 

The grass is on a motlier's grave, 
And other kiih are sleeping near. 
Why doth the orphan linger here ? 

Tho' God may heal the grief he gave. 

Flow'rs spring anew, and breathe away 
Their souls upon the breast of heav'n ; 
And mornings, bom to sink in ev*n, 

Renew their Love from day to day. 

He left his boyhood's sunny dime 
For that of manhood's sturdy age ; 
And hoped himself to write a page 

Of Love within the Book of Time. 



They caU them great whose deeds have mov^d 
A mighty nation's heart to praise ; 
But only they deserve the bays. 

Whose inmost souls have truly lov'd. 



latos. 27 

There be who sing a maiden's name. 
And some may seek the eoldier-dirine, 
And BOme may worship in the mine, 

But his wad now the love of Fame. 

Across the botmdless seas he went, 
To stranger men, to 8t]:anger lands ; 
Whend learning on the momxtain stands, 

Where art her golden prime hath spent 

He laboured by the midnight lamp, 
And sought, in Europe^s ancient lor». 
Ambition's intellectual ore ; 

But ah I the mine was dark and damp. 



How much of Love the sun hath done ! 

The lightning shows the deadly brink ; 

But, now was he compell'd to think. 
Ambition loves itself alone. 



28 BBOS. 

The ship awakes the ocean foam, 
The '* pilot" leads the hungry shark ; 
The briny way is rough and dark ; 

He longs to reach his native home. 

Oh heart 1 the country calls to arms 1 
Who said " 'tis better in peace remain, 
And wear the flesh-abrading chain, 

Than rouse the war-god's fierce alarms," 

Knew little of the inner man, 

Whose flame is kindled of the sky, 
And who would always rather die 

Than mar creation's lofty plan. 

The grass be wither'd on the sod 
Of him who acts a coward-part ; 
But he who breasts a tyrant's dart, 

Hath sacrificed himself to God. 



Esos. 29 

Behind him was the ocean tide, 

Again he trod his native shore. 

His lov'd Lorenzo was no more 1 
And thus his inward anguish sigh'd : — 

1 

Tho' duty plant the soul with thorns, 
Tho' absence form its fount of tears, 

The dews will rise in mem'ry's moms, 
To nurse the seeds of future years. 

2 

Yet when I pressed a foreign shore, 
Thou couldst not breathe it to my heart. 

That I was doom'd to meet no more 
The one from whom I fear'd to part. 

3 
It was not that I lov'd him less 

Than love desir'd my feeling bled ; 
It was because, in my distress, 

I had to know that he was dead. 



30 VBOB. 

4 
The bird that wings its sunny flight, 

To cull the sweets of early mom, 
And finds an empty nest at night, 

May feel its bosom crush'd and torn. 

5 
And cruel is the parting hour, 

If, when the breeze returns again,' 
It views a lov'd and fav!rite flow'r, 

All pale and wither'd on the plain. 

6 
But ah ! the grief ! the bursting grief ! 

Of one who wander'd far away, 
And tum'd him home to cast a leaf 

Of ivy on Lorenzo's clay. 

Around us are the gallant dead, 
And in the streets a foreign foe ; 
The crape of agonizing woe. 

Is 'round a fall^ country spread. 



EBOS. 31 

They lightlj weigh a nation's fall, 

Who strive to please tiiie conquering pow'r ; 
And deem that Light can love the hour 

That rises in a despot's hall. 

I'd rather be the trampled flow'rs 
That die upon the meadow's breast, 
Them richest roses to be press'd 

By gilded hands in tyrant-bow'rs. 

And backward is his vision cast. 
The foreign scenes have ceas'd to charm ; 
A country's heart's no longer warm. 

No starlight smiles along the past. 

The future wears a doubtful veil, 

And if he dreams of rosy hope, 

He finds it far beyond his scope, 
Or guarded by a thorny mail. 



32 EBOS. 

Be thou the light, the loving light, 
To smile away his fearful gloom. 
Again the flow'rs may sweetly bloom, 

And there shall be no second night. 

His heart shall find its golden prime. 
And pass the brambles of his age, 
And then he'll write, with thee, a page 

Of Love within the Book of Time. 

vin. 

I saw the red leaves of a beautiful tree, 

No rainbow was sweeter than they. 
" Behold the fair brides," said a spirit to me, 

" To-morrow they wed with decay." 

I walked in my sadness, to muse on the shore, 

And saw the rich shells of the seas. [more ; 

*' Ah 1 whence are their hues ?" said the spirit once 
** Their beauty was bom of disease." 



EBOS. 33 

Beyond me I saw the fair brow of the West, 

Encircled with luminous light. 
" The sun," said the spirit, " has gone to his rest, 

" In the arms of affectionate night." 



A beautiful bow, on the breast of the sky, 
Bent lovingly over the plain ; 

" Its colours," I heard the soft spirit reply, 
" Were cradled in shadow and rain." 



I look'd in my bosom, and saw a young love, 

Like a rose on the lid of a bier. 
" Hush," murmur'd the spirit, "nor whisper nor move, 

" Because he is silent from fear. 



" Away to the dear who can soften thy dole, 
" A maid whom a prince might espouse ; 

" And ask her to open the light of her soul, 
" Then love from his fear will arouse." 

3 



34 XB08. 



IX. 



A gentle bud expanded to the flow'r, 

An acorn rose into the giant oak ! 

The sun in dalliance with the ocean spoke, 
And lo I the sweet and laughing April show'r ! 
An insect toil'd beneath the rolling main, 

And built an island for the weary sail. 

The fruitful seed was wafted by the gale, 
To feed a traveller on the desert plain ; 

A compaas flow'r is on the Texan trail, 
A light is falling from the distant Wain : 

These breathe their love for man. But ahl how 
weak. 
When told with that I daily bear to thee. 

Their love expires with him it chose to seek, 
But mine shall live thro' all eternity. 



EROS. 35 



X. 



I love the musty works of yore, 
And bend me to the daily task ; 
But then, I do not fear to ask 

The sage of learning for his lore. 

Yet something still my thoughts prefer, 
To love a maid my heart aspires ; 
But what my longing wish desires, 

Ah me ! I fear to ask of her I 

XI. 

'Twas but the passing winter-air, 

That touoh'd thy forehead with his wing ; 
Yet oh I forgive the careless thing, 

I sent him to thee with a pray'r. 

He did not mean to act amiss ; 
But, in his fervent zeal for me, 
By chance he made himself too free. 

And gave to thee so rude a kiss. 



36 EBOS. 

xn, 

I saw the citron of the grove, 
The raisin and the cooling pahn : 
But these cannot restore the calm, 

Tho' from the garden bow'rs of love. 

The spirit pluck'd the orange fruit, 
And told me it would soon restore, 
The quiet which was thine before 

The air had striv'n to urge his suit. 

xm. 

TO NOEA, 

On her descending from the gallery of a certain Church. 

The gold from the mine, and the pearl from the sea, 

Some worship with heathenish love. 
God grant them such rubbish, but give unto me 

*' The blessing that comes from above." 



EROS. 37 



XIV. 



This world of ours is a world so large, • 

That the sun at once can't light it ; 

But leaves one half to the night's own charge, 
And comes on the mom to delight it. 

Like it, my heart is a heart so great, 
Love's sun at once can't warm it ; 

But leaves one half in a dreamy state, 
And comes on the mom to charm it. 

Yon stream that flows from beyond our sight, 

Still runs as when we saw him ; 
The sea lies onward, and its might 

To its breast doth quickly draw him. 

My stream of thought, tho' my words be still, 

Flows on to affection's ocean ; 
'Tis woo'd from its fountain's native hill, 

By the voice of sweet devotion. 



38 EBOS. 

Can I look on you as the growing tree 
On the light it hopes to marry ? 

Can I think of you as the verdur'd lea, 
On the brook it would wish to tarry ? 

The sun shines down on the river's shore, 

That lay before in sadness ; 
And turns its sands into golden ore. 

By its cheering smiles of gladness. 

And love looks down in my trembling heart, 

Long left in silent sorrow ; 
And lights it up by his winning art, 

With the rays of a golden moiTow. 

XV. 

I'd rather ba the gentle dew 
That bathes the drooping flow'r, 

Than the fiercest stoim that ever blew 
To smite a lordly tow'r. 



EBOS. 39 

For, oh 1 the hand that loves to bring 

A cruel pain or smart, 
Can never touch aflfection's spring, 

Nor learn to win a heart. 

I*d rather be the feeble flame 

Beside the student's bed, 
To light him on his way to fame, 

The triumph of the head. 
Than rise in conflagration's sheet 

O'er roofless homes and walls. 
With shiv'ring inmates on the streets, 

And helpless shrieks and calls. 

I'd rather own the earnest love 

Of one pure heart and hand. 
Than live with royalty, and move 

In pomp throughout the land. 
My humble name might be forgot, 

As one who toil'.d and strove ; 
But sweet were such a lowly lot. 

If one has lived to love. 



40 EBOS. 

XVI. 

Like a sweet and a sinless tHought, 
Which is bom on a desert shore, 

Was the smile of love she brought 
From the clouds she rais'd before. 

And my joy rose up so high, 
In its light of a golden hue, 

Like the sun in a bending sky, 
Its shadow 'round me threw. 

And love was weeping for delight, 
As a rose on the breast of mom ; 

Because he knew that his heart was right, 
In the joy that was newly bom. 

Like a woodland spot of earth, 

Water'd only from above. 
Was my life in its second birth, 

For 'twas bathed in the tears of love. 



EBOS. 41 



xvn. 



Nay, do not think, my dearest one, 
Because I vnrite to thee of flow'rs. 
And birds, and trees, and painted hours 

That fall in beauty from the sun ; 

That these are all I have to bring 
From pure aflfectron's holy cell. 
There is, besides a lover's spell. 

Another stream, another spring. 

Whate'er it bear to other men. 
Its fountain head with me is sure ; 
Its cheering waters must be pure, 

And sweet as those that lave the glen. 

They cool the daily-rising thirst, 
They shine like dew-drops from the sky. 
They give a sparkle to the eye. 

And bring the good, nor fail the worst. 



42 SROS. 

An angel called, my mother smil'd, 
I know she had a loving soul ; 
Yet, ere she sought the Christian-goal, 

She left her spirit in the child. 

" Accept," she breath'd, " the present giv'n, 
And seek, with care, to make it worth 
The love of some good maid on earth. 

And bring it back to me in heav'n." 

The maids of other climes are fair. 
With laughing lips and rosy face, 
And modest mien and winning grace. 

With courtly form and queenly hair. 



With piercing eye and noble brow : 
I saw them pass, with pleasing gaze, 
I heard the wond'ring people praise ; 

But more than all to me art thou. 



icKos. 43 

The South can boast ii» daughters' claim 
To beauty's praise and virtue's meed ; 
And, foremost on the list I read, 

With joy thy own endearing name. 

Thou hast a mother, too, on high, 
Who left a loving soul in thee : 
Say, wilt thou, dearest, share with me ? 

And we'll return them when we die. 

XYin. 

There was a cynic once who hurl'd 

His wit against his fellow-men ; 

And hermits sought the mountain glen ; 
But I can always love the world. 

The world is bright ; the eye may feast 
Upon its charms and beauty's hues. 
The mind may on its secrets muse, 

And from its doubtings be releas'd. 



44 EKOS. 

The world to me was ever dear, 
And rich and boundless is its store ; 
And now I loye it doubly more, 

Because I know that thou art here. 



'Tis not that nature paints the year, 
'Tis not that art has done so much ; 
Ah ! no 1 I love it not for such, 

I love it for thyself, my dear. < 

I love the world, my living friends ; 

I love the graves of them that sleep ; 

For those I joy, for these I weep. 
To thee my constant spirit tends. 



The voice of nature's soft and meek, 
By flow'ry dale and river-side ; 
And while she talks of them with pride, 

'Tis then of thee to her I speak. 
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The princes boast of courtly blood, 

And kiugs their royal pageantry ; 

Yet prouder far than all am I, 
To breathe the name of one so good 

And dear as thon ; but 'tis not here 

Alone that I may reap the bliss ; 

There is, beyond the serpent hiss, 
A glorious and a holier sphere. 

No sceptred kings, no titled great, 
Are there to make the empty boast ; 
But a redeem'd and loving host, 

Around the throne of Eden wait. 



And should we pass the outer door, 
And enter to the saintly shrine, 
'Tis there my love would be divine, 

'Tis there my bliss would be secure. 
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This is the sweet, the radiant goal, 
Beyond our flitting earthly scope. 
Ah ! give me now the changeless hope, 

And love shall have a deathless soul. 

XIX. 

1 

The evening shades are on the peak, 
A gloomy silence reigns around 1 
The beetle stills his droning sound. 

And night is gathering o'er the creek. 

The cypress rear the mournful bough, 
And faithful is the watch they hold 
Above the heaps of human mould. 

Whose souls are with their Maker now. 

The sleepless nights, the watchful pain, 
The weary heart-throb, and the hot 
And scalding tears that quickly shot 

Like falling light'ning thro' the brain : 
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The agonizing pray'r that dried 
My feeling to the bitter core, 
And burnt my soul, and made it sore, 

Were fondly vain ; my kindred died. 

I could not think the hearts that gave 
So great a pleasure to minp own, 
Should crumble like the sandy stone ; 

And yet I stand beside their grave. 

There's virtue in the helmet-rust ; 

But can the bud possess a soul ? 

» 

Tho' rich its gaudy hues, that stole 
Its being from our kindred's dust* 

They tell me not to weep and mourn ; 

But he who reads as I have read. 

Can ne'er forget the holy dead, 
Nor close the wounds that death has torn. 



46 Esos. 

2 

The mist is rising from the stream, 
And from the hills a fog ascends, 
And 'round them all a halo bends : 

The sun hath roused him from his dream. 

The daisy drinks the morning-dew, 
The lark begins his matin song, 
The light is on the leafy throng, 

And love is in the sunny hue. 

The kind companions of my youth 
Are on the street or crowded mart : 
Some toil for wealth, and some for art, 

And some to preach the gospel truth. 

They give the hand, and speak the word 
Of friendly greeting when we meet ; 
But know not how my heart doth beat. 

What feelings in my soul are stirr'd. 
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They tell me what a happy life 
It is to spend the time with books ; 
How little can we judge by looks I 

Without is calm, within is strife. 

There's something pleasant in the grasp 

Of hands with sages of the leaf; 

But few may tell the weary grief 
That makes ambition's spirit gasp. 

And only one the cause may know, 

Of my uncjuiet, thus exprest ; 

And thus to thee have I oonfest, 
For that beloved one art thou. 
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XX. 



Five pictures I bring from the depths of my soul, 
Accept them, oh love and believe, 
Whatever the colors I labor'd to weave, 

I sought but to reach a bright goal. 



I saw him on the populous street ; 

Full deeply fell the snow. 
The whistling winds in fury beat, 

And the sky was wild enow. 
The Lindens, in the freezing spray 

Of heav'ns descending show'rs, 
Tum'd night upon the early day. 

And froze the flying hours. 

Yet there the sightless beggar stood, 
And play'd upon his flute ; 

The people pass'd in varied mood. 
But charity was mute. 
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He sang the song, a mother sang, 

To hush his infant "i^ars ; 
But what was that to those who pass'd ? 

All have their hopes and fears. 

He tum'd as if to look on high, 

Earth had no heart to aid. 
He smil'd ; perhaps a soft reply 

Some distant angel made. 
His wife look'd on with mournful face ; 

" Gome dear," he sigh'd, " away ; 
'Twill not be long, 1 heartless race, 

I soon shall see the Day. 

" The music of a broken heart 

Is dearer to the sky, 
Than all the tones of finished art. 

Or tutor'd minstrelsy. 
The world may scorn ; lead on, my dear, 

Thy guiding hand is warm : 
Each step is nearer to the sphere. 

Beyond the falling storm." 
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We were tliree, my two uncles and I, 
Two spirits so dear to mine own ; 

The rest liad gone up to the sky. 
And left us to love here alone. 

The world moved along on its way, 

Men quarrell'd and fought in their hate ; 

To us there was mostly the day, 

And the night never came on too late. 

How sad is the sorrow of war ! 

Men hied, and the women they wept ; 
Death came on the winds from afar, 

But the love in us three never slept. 

We sorrowed, and shar'd in the loss 
Of the country we labour'd to save ; 

Our dead soldiers line the rough fosse, 
And one of us lies in his grave. 
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We are two, my dear Ormond and I ; 

Love weeps as she murmurs a pray'r, 
To those who have fled to the sky, 

And we'll love till we fly to them there. 

We wander, we two, and love sings 

All the storms to a summer-wind's breath ; 

And love will leave only his wings 
On the shore of the river of death. 



The stars are casting on the eve 
Their looks of pure and holy love ; 

It is not there the soul can grieve. 
No sorrow blights that sweet above. 

Ah ! could their rays but reach this air, 
And teach us how to love as they I 

We should not battle with despair, 
Nor feel the thorns in duty's way. 
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The cricket cliirrups on the roof, 

And other men are wrapp'd in sleep ; 

But I must hear its sharp reproof, 

And turn my thoughts to home, and weep. 

Ambition's lights are o'er my head. 
Yet on my heart a shadow lies ; 

Feeling can ne'er forget the dead, 
However high those lights may rise. 

The skies of Spain axe clear and sweet, 
Where fancy well might choose a home. 

Hush ! hark ! I hear the tramp of feet. 
That comes beyond the ocean's foam. 

The friends of boyhood's shadeless time, 

The firm associates of years, 
Where are they now ? Go, ask of crime ; 

Go, ask of broken hearts and teard. 
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The gladsome cradle of my birth, 

The fields, and hills, and streams, and flow'rs ; 
The scenes of friendship's artless mirth. 

The source I dream'd of golden hours. 

The land of freedom ; hush I the peal 

Of arms, the cannon's awful roar. 
The mangled heaps; ah I now I feel 

And know the cause, e'en on this shore. 



And shall I not return to those 

Whom greedy death forgot to take ? 

And shall I never face the foes 

That doom the remnant to the stake ? 



Quick, duty, quick, dissolve the hell 
Which in my heart begins to wake ; 

And if the world should say " he fell," 
He truly fell for memory's sake. 
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Each man has his angel to woo him to heav'n. 

How sweetly she sings I 

Till his happy sonl rings 
With music from Eden that tells he's forgiv'nw ' 

Each man has his devil to lead him to hell. 

How bland does it smile I 

With its bow and its wile, 
Yet scoffs when the victim is snar'd by its spell. 

Each thought, and each word, and each action flies on 

From the circle of time. 

To the air of that clime. 
Where a cross is endur'd, or a garland well won. 

There are cares to distract, and fears to depress, 

Quickly wheeling their road. 

With feeling's hot load, 
To the vales of despair, there to meet her caress. 
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There are toils to direct, and hopings to cheer, 

As the day becomes night, 

And the night goes in flight, 
To reward us with star-crowns in God's holy sphere. 



Those friends, alas I those early friends of mine have 

passed away 
Trom earthly hopes and earthly fears unto a distant 

day. 
'Twas not upon the sickly couch they closed their 

leaden eyes. 
Where sweet aflfection might have watch'd their 

passage to the skies. 

'Twas not where woman's angel-love could soothe a 

bursting pain. 
But on the gory grass that grew along the battle 

plain : 
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The sheeted smoke and quiy'ring flame from bumish'd 

weapons rose, 
And silent suns descending low breath'd anthems of 

repose. 

And they have seal'd with precious blood the promise 

of their youth, 
An4 died to wrest from tyrant-hands the homes of 

love and truth. 
And they have left me to the world ; the laurel 

wreathes their brow. 
And I am sad and desolate, alone I wander now. 

Ah 1 could I too have march'd with them and duty to 

the field I 
And could I too have fought for those they nobly 

died to shield I 
I might have shed my vital blood upon the tyrant's 

dart, 
And not have been, what now I am, a lone and 

bleeding heart. 
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XXL 

The sky was angry, and the thunder peal'd 
Its fierce notes to the rising wind ; the crash 
Of tortur'd waves, the boiling foam, the dash 

Of billows on the deck, the vessel reel'd ; 

The straining mast, the tatter'd sail, the spars 
Creak'd loudly, and the dismal ocean yawn'd 
For its expected prey. The seamen, wam'd 

Of danger, toil'd without the light of stars. 
We greatly feared our last earth day had dawn'd. 

Just then a viewless spirit stiU'd the jars 
Of ocean with its songs, and calm arose. 

Be thou the soothing spirit of my life, 
For only thou canst music to repose. 

When rising cares prelude a fearful strife. 
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Far away, far away is the cradle of my birth, 
Where I liv'd with the smiliiigs of the sky, 
And I turn to its scenes with the mist on my eye, 

For I dwelt with pure nature and with mirth. 

Far away, far away are the altar and the room 
Whence a mother joumey'd upward to her Grod, 
And the flow'rs of the vale wave sweetly o'er her sod. 

That gather'd from her sleeping dust their bloom. 

Far away, far away is the city of my love. 
Where the bloody flag of battle flouts the air. 
And the mourning of the widow, the wailing of 
despair. 

Fill the mountain, and the meadow and the grove. 

Far away^ far away are the kindred of my heart. 
But to me they are as in the stilly grave ; 
And of many bounties there is only one I crave, 

To see them that we nevermore may part. 
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Far away, far away, ah, my soul is breaking fast. 
She is dreaming of her childhood and her home ; 
She repents the luckless hour she ventur'd out to 
roam. 

It has taken her too far from the past. 

Far away, far away, yet is duty not a home. 

And a dwelling where the soul may rest in peace ; 
If the earthly building flourish will its glory never 
cease? 

It will vanish as the bubble and the foam. 

Far away, far away is the home where I was bom ; 

Now it pains me that the ocean is between. 

If I turn unto my duty, I shall have the early scene 
With the beauty of a ripe and fuller mom. 

2 

When Love was immers'd in the fountain of grief, 
Heav'n dropp'd him a pair of bright wings ; 

They were Hope's, and as soft as the down of a leaf. 
And light as the zephyr that sings. 
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He rose from the waters whicli threatened his life, 

And shaking his wings as he rose, 
Forgot all the dangers, forgot all the strife, 

And soar'd to the air of repose. 

The views that now roll'd on his wondering eyes. 
As he glanc'd on the earth far beneath, 

Had tempted him nearer and nearer the skies, 
In the clouds where the birds have no breath. 

The sun of sweet rapture, inclining below. 
Burst the bands of his beautiful wings ; 

He fell from those heights in the fountain of woe, 
And died in the depths of its springs. 



Disease was on her maiden brow ; 

Her heart was sore with pain ; 
They took me to her dying couch. 

But led me back again 
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They told me that the morrow's Bun 

Would bring her soft repose, 
And health would blush upon her cheeks, 

As beauty on the rose. 

To-morrow came, I saw the couch, 

Yet Emma was not there ; 
I saw our weeping friends around 

And weeping ask'd them " where." 

"To-day has brought another sun, 

where does aunt Remain ? 
She promis'd she would walk with me 

Along a sunnier plain." 

They took me to a curtain'd room ; 

My bosom throbb*d with fear ; 
Then drawing back the snowy sheet, 

They pointed, " She is here." 
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I took her hand in mine, *' But why 

Ib thine so cold ?" I said ; 
" Why hast thou shut thine eyes in sleep ? * 

They whisper'd, " She is dead ! " 

" The sun is shining on the flow'rs, 

The birds are on the wing ; 
Come, aunt, you promis*d me to walk, 

See here is sunny spring." 



They took me from the ourtain'd room, 
They told me I should play, 

And on the morrow aunt would come ; 
She could not walk to-day. 

To-morrow came, to-morrow pass'd. 

But aunt was stlQ asleep. 
I wonder why she never comes ; 

Her word she used to keep. 
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To-morrow came in after years, 

And then it was I knew 
That " sunnier plain " of which she spoke 

Was in the bending blue. 

And when the morrow's golden sun 

Shall bring to me repose, 
And health shall blush upon my cheeks 

As beauty on the rose, 

She'll make her loTing promise good, 

Should I but reach that plain : 
Nor shall I doubt and daily ask, 

" Ah, why does aunt remain ?" 



'Twas in the light of summer's prime, 
And winter's frosts were all forgot, 

Love temper'd to the glowing clime 
The lover's happy lot. 
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Two hearts, as fresh and warm in love 
As ever drew from love their bliss, 

Had leam'd the lessons of the dove, 
Nor heard the serpent's hiss. 

No thought but that which love allow'd, 

No dreams but those of constancy ; 
No words which love had not avow'd, 

No pangs from which to flee. 
And they were two, and one in two ; 

Hours fled away so fast, 
The present in its melting view, 

Seem'd sweeter than the past. 

'Twas in the depth of winter's snow. 

And summer's joys were pass'd away, 
And winter's streams were rough in flow, 

And clouds were on the brow of day : 
The two in one, no longer one. 

Forgot the lessons they had leam'd, 
Forgot the joys so well begun. 

And sep'rate to their dwellings turn'd, 
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No, neTer can this heart consent 
To think that mine are false to me ; 

Tho' cruel men may ne'er relent^ 

They still are what my wish would be. 

My pains increase, my joys have found 
From them the wings on which they soar ; 

The past is with the cypress crown'd, 
The lily blooms on Eden's shore. 

The stars of night are often veil'd, 
The dews forget their friendly shine, 

The fruit is with the rough thorn maU'd ; 
But those who knew me first are mine. 

And they will love me to the end ; 

With knowledge love can ne'er expire : 
Affection ripen'd to the friend, 

Within the heart is quenchless fire. 
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We judge of friendship by the grief, 
And deem that we are lov'd no more ; 

Ah, could we prize the fading leaf 
Which fructifies the sleeping shore ! 

Away, away, ye selfish souls, - 
Who, slighted by the freaks of time. 

Believe that love has icy poles, 

And friendship but the tool of ciime. 

No, mine are true and will not shrink 
From duty's wish, from duty's toil ; 

They often saved me from the brink, 
They cannnot leave me in the coil. 

6 
In the moonlight dimly wafted, 

Wafted dimly o'er my vision. 
By immortal pencils drafted, 

Drafted with the truth's precision. 
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Boird a painting, 

Foul and tainting, 
To the nobler sense of man, 
To the better part of man. 

Badiant Hesper, 

Silent Vesper ; 

Shining, shining. 

And entwining, 
Each with each her luminous rays, 
Stood upon the crescent's border. 
Stood in Edenly peace and order. 
Till beneath her spreading blaze 

Eoll'd the painting. 

Fiery painting, 
Bordered with a sickly haze. 

In the centre sat a Demon, 

With the wrinkled brow of Haemon ; 

Thro' hi3 eyelids leer'd inaction, 

On his temples sat distraction. 
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Wild distraction, 

Dull inaction — 
Threw bleak shadows on his fetoe, 
Sluggish shadows on his face. 

Long ago fled animation^ 
Since the canker dissipation 
His once pearly teeth had rotted, 
His once rosy cheeks had spotted 
With the hectic colour burning 
On the face to death returning ; 
While his ringlets, damp and gray, 
Yielding slowly to decay, 
Listless floated 
Bound his bloated 
Cheeks with sobbing sorrow red. 
Such as death has often bred. 

Seated on his chcdr of bones, 
Sadly gazed he on the ground ; 

Seem'd to hear the mingled groans 
Of the Furies spread around ; 
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And, as if about to rise, 
Leaden lustre lights his eyes ; 
Then they seem to close in gloom, 
For there to sit is still his doom. 
Founts of misery now distilling, 
Drops of bitter gall are filling, 

Filling, filling 
All his heart, and flames that bum 
Scorch his vitals each in turn. 

And the worm, the worm is gnawing 
On his soul — 
His weary soul — 
And Despair is drawing, drawing 

From his heart sharp thorns of anguish ; 
While his body seems to languish, 
Languish with increasing pain. 
Since remorsci 
The fiend remorse^ 
Plants the arrows, lambient arrows, 
In his heart again, again. 

O O O O « 
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The air is calm, the sky is clear, 
Some tender whisp'ring voice is near ; 
Perhaps a tone of music's i^ell, 
Whence, ah 1 'twere vain to try and tell. 

I cannot see it, tho' I feel 

It is the air some angel cleaves ; 

Oh stop thou messenger of weal. 

One heart is girt with pain and grieves. 

Come take this poem which it breathes, 
The motive, for the words are slight, 
Take it where angels make their wreaths 
Of Glory from the flow'rs of light. 

And when thou givest it in above, 
Say 'twas a feeble hand that wrote ; 
Yet, ah I the heart was fill'd with love, 
A heart by many a sorrow smote. 
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8 
With tearful eyes I turn beyond the sea, 

To catch a glimpse of my invalued friends ; 

But misery dips her brush in ink and sends 
A dismal picture which I wish to flee. 

The home of youth, the cradle of my love, 

Is bath'd in blood and filled with lonely gloom ; 
The bayonets gleam, the brazen cannon boom. 

And death appears where earnest patriots strove. 

The skies I hailed in boyhood's gentle hour, 
With all the fervor that my youth could bring. 
Have thrown aside the robes of peaceful spring. 

To brood on hate and hatred's luckless pow'r. 

The stream which bathes the city of my birtli. 
The hills I claim'd a« friends in earlier days, 
Those nestling isles which laugh'd in lovely rays. 

Seem now the kin of hell and not of earth. 
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The friends of youth have foUen on the plain, 
Which modest flow'rs had leam'd to oonsecrate ; 
And now the sun can never rise too late, — 

It rises, but to shine on grief and pain. 

And still the notes of war ascend the air, 
Again the soil is drench'd with manly blood ; 
Hate laughs to barter off the former good, 

For orphans' tears and widows' deep despair. 

And I am absent in a distant clime, 

Weak to extend a helping hand to mine ; 
Yet I may make this agony divine. 

And blot with tears the letters of my crime. 

9 

My heart is sad, but whence the sting, 

I cannot say, I cannot say ; 
The hours so bright to others, bring 

To me the latest sparks of day. 
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Like leaves upon the shaken tree, 
My feelings tremble as they rise ,* 

And hope, that once enchanted me, 
Now falls in silent dust and dies. 

If one, if only one would come, 

To speak of comfort to my pain, 
I well might bear away from home, 

With stranger-people to remain. 

I watch, and wait, and calmly feel 
The firmness of an honest mind ; 

But woe embitters all my weal. 
And withers what love left behind. 

10 

The day has crept off, and the voices of night. 
So awful in solitude, whisper to me ; 

And whisper so sadly, I turn with a£Eright, 
In prayer to my God, on a tremulous knee. 
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I tMnk of Lorenzo, ah ! can he be dead ? 

grief, thou hast tortur'd with hope and with fear. 
Love kiss*d me and murmur'd, '' His spirit hath fled ;" 

But still in my bosom I know he is here. 

He told me his home was away in that clime 
Which Christians inhabit with God and with love ; 

I gave him a place in my heart for all time, 

And wonder that he should have sought one above. 

He cannot be dead, 'tis his voice that I heajr, 
He comes to assure me he only hath slept ; 

He loved me so dearly, and for this I now fear 
My heart was not worthy of him when I wept. 

Lorenzo, desert me not, even for heav'n ; 

Yon Eden can spare thee from myriads of throngs : 
My spirit to tiiine md to Ormond's is giv'n ; 

Come back and we'll sing iill our dearest home-songs. 
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Be near me, to comfort my triab and care,— 

With thee it were pleasure to weep and to grieve ; 

And tell me, whatever of trouble I share, 
I'm not so unworthy as love would believe. 

11 

His was no soul that solitude could bind. 
And force the world from out his weaiy mind ; 
To wed with sin and midst the storms it brings, 
To lose remembrance of earthly things ; 
To tempt the path where reason never shines, 
And live with folly 'neath her cooling vines ; 
And then to curse each time appointed hour, 
When nature gave him earth-scenes for his dow'r. 
His was no heart to seek that dreary vale 
Where nature, self-embittered, learns to wail, 
And look on earth as on a cloudy sky, 
Where tear-drops spring from every hidden eye. 
'Twas earth that taught him in an earlier time, 
That man was bom, but not to wed with crime. 
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Bays from the sim and brightness from the dew, 

Hues from the flowers, pictures from the blue ; 

Thought from them all, aiid from that thought a road 

To guide to high perfection's sure abode. 

With these he spent an unoorrupted youth, 

With these he lived to love and worship truth. 

He mixed with man to learn the fuller book 

Of life he opened by the smiling brook ; 

To learn from him who once like him had smil'd, 

And years ago was, too, a simple child ; 

To seek if from the loftiest goal of life, 

Whose sun is brightening on the lower strife, 

Those shadows fell to darken o'er his way, 

And teach him how to think no more of day ; 

Or, if they had their fountain in his heart. 

Because he failed to act the better part ; 

He knew that in the wish of man to gain 

Some lofiy summit on ambition's plain, 

He from his errors casts the shades of night, 

And leaves to heav'n to reawake the light ; 
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He knew the aim of liTing, and why bom, 

"Why joined to pleasures, why from pleasures torn. 

He saw the steeps round which his hopes had dung, 

And found the stings which other men had stung ; 

But still resolyed with steadfast aim to win 

Its glories and to wean himself from sin. 

His lips compressed, his brows in peaceful bend. 

His searching eyes that ever strove to send 

Their mute inquiries into nature's deeps. 

Where mystery dwells to watch the flock she keeps ; — 

These spake his purpose to the world around, 

And in his acts a sunny answer found ; 

He sighed with woe where'er he met its face. 

And dwelt with charity on lone disgrace ; 

Felt with the sad their bitter grief and loss, 

And shared with many their appointed cross ; 

Foes he repaid in deeds of gentle love, 

And tried their hate with kindness to remove ; 

And gave to friendship what the few may give, 

A glowing spirit and a wish to live ; 
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For those to whom their varions crimeis denied. 

To live as men and die as men have died, 

Skilled to project and work those subtle schemes, 

That make our suff 'rings but as transient dreams. 

To trace the cause of every pain, and find 

A healing balsam in the depths of mind, 

His road seem'd shortened, and the goal appear'd 

As if upon the starting threshold reared. 

Men praised and wondered how one heart could do 

So much for all, and yet one road pursue, 

And deem'd him happy far beyond the power 

Of pain to cloud one solitary hour. 

12 
Like mighty waves, opposing waves, where each is 

slow to yield, 
The Swedish and the German braves, had met upon 

the field. 

And soon upon the floating air hung clouds of sul- 
phur smoke, 

Each pregnant with its load of care, thro' shot and 
sabre stroke. 



I 
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Full boldly rode the German chief, upon his horse of 
white. 

He seem'd to dare the battle's grief, and seek the hot- 
test fight. 

And closer preas'd the bloody foes, and faster flowed 

the blood : 
Oh God I the fiery demon rose, the shells no pleasure 

bode. 

Up flew his good and faithful groom, upon his horse 

of red. 
He fear'd his gallant master's doom might be among 

the dead. 

" Here master, take my horse," he cried, " thine own 

invites the balls, 
Thy soldiers have but vainly died if now their leader 

falls." 

6 
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'Twas said, 'twas done, and like the wind the master 

rode along, 
But left his faithful groom behind to join the dying 

throng. 

And glory prest the chieftaiti's plume ; but he who 

lifeless lay 
Was left in a forgotten gloom with worms to rot 

away. 

13 

There is life in stagnant water, 

And a jewel in the toad ; 
There are sweets from human slaughter, 

Life has flow'rs on the road. 

Seek the haunts of ragged sorrow. 

Even there the zephyr blows ; 
Analyse your thorns, they borrow 

All their keenness from the rose. 
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Birds may soar thro' air's dominions, 

Still they come to earth again ; 
Beason gives you nobler pinions, 

Seek with them a nobler plain. 

Time has form'd from sin its fetter, 
Some may wear it 'till they die : 

Striv6 to loose it ; this is better 
Than to seek for glory's sky. 

Lose not time in fondly musing 

What your warmest wish may bring, 

Lest that time, your wish refusing. 
Plant in you a sleepless sting. 
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xxn. 

Adieu to the grief and the sorrow that blanches 
The cheek to a pale and a pitiless white ; 

Adieu to the daisies and dark cypress branches, 
For Love hath awaken'd the spell of his light. 

The laurel preserves from the stroke of the lightning ; 

The little red insect enlivens the snow ; 
The drops of elixir may colour the frightning 

Hue of the blood that is sluggish in flow. 

Swift from the touch of the nucta will vanish 
All that is blasting and deadly in plagues ; 

Dangers the ring of a Gyges may banish ; 
The horn of a Huon to some has no dregs. 

These were the talismans sought by the legion, 
Haply averting their shadows and woes ; 

But Love will produce ^rom his own sunny region, 
A chaiin that is fairer and greater than those. 
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Come with me, dear, to the marge of the fountain ; 

Cool is the touch and the taste of its wave, 
Fresh is the breeze that descends from the mountain, 

And dear as the whisper that comes from the grave. 

Here from the buds of the silver laxch glowing, 
Ked with the kiss of the God of the Day, 

Love is entwining a wreath, and bestowing 
On it the color that will not decay. 

Wear it, 't^vas made by the hand of affection, 
And round it the pray'rs of a lover entwine ; 

Dearer than worlds is the sweet recollection 
That thou art the queen of this spirit of mine. 
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xxm. 



Mind builds its temple in the vale of woe, 

Grief brings forth virtue as the night the mom, 

Unchanging fortune is the good man's foe. 
The mussel suffers when the pearl is bom. ' 

The tree that shades us needs itself the night. 
Light shines more sweetly in its varied hue, 

And he who'd climb the fane on glory's height, 
Must part the clouds that garb it from his view. 

And trembling Hope is anxious from its smart. 
And Joy were soulless could it claim no tear. 

And I, who seek to win a Nora's heart. 

Must tread the long and thorny way of fear. 



^ " Dass sie die Perlen tragt, das macht die Muscbel krank."- 
Ruckert's ** Gestrungene Perlen." 
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xxrv. 

From love we came, to love we should return ; 
Songs ongel-tongued have welcom'd us to birth, 
And some who hail'd us at the homestead hearth 

Shall sing our dirges o'er the funeral urn. 

Earth loves and sings to love where'er we turn ; 
The eagle tunes his proud notes in the clouds. 
The mountain pours its anthems from its shrouds. 

The lake drinks in the ditties of the hem, 

And swallows warble in the summer crowds ; 
The bulbul sings unto the sleeping rose. 

And e'en the insects love — ^these spoke in vain, 

But when thou oam'st I sought the rosy chain, — 
Ah let me wear it, 'till my life shall close, 

'Tis made of buds which fell from Eden's plain. 
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XXV. 

In godless rites the world was deeply school'd, 
The despicable beetle had its throne. 
Frail men were apotheosized in stone, 

And over nations superstition rul'd. 

Men rev'renc'd freedom, but it was the brow 
And not the eye they saw. The Holy One came 
And burst the vapor that enclos'd her frame, 

That men might see to whom they made their vow. 
'Twas thus my mind in dreamy theory lay — 

I saw the form of love, but not the flame 

Which sparkles from its eyes ; thou laid'st aside 
The mist, and lo, he rose a form complete. 

And turns to thee to win thee for my bride. 
And make the triumph of a life complete. 
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XXVI. 

I brought a blossom from tbe garden bed, 
Sweet was its fragrance and its face was red ; 
But ere I saw thee it was pale and dead. 

I found a shell upon the leafy wold, 

Its lips were soft, its dress was blue and gold ; 

But ere I saw thee all its dyes were cold. 

My heart I bring thee from the inner shrine, 
Breathe but one hope around it, it will shine, 
And wear a hue unchangingly divine. 

A drop of amber fell upon a bee,^ 

And thus preserved it from corruption free : 

Thus would I live in love that comes from thee. 

^ See Martial's Epigrams. 
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xxvn. 

I love the light that nestles in thine eyes, 

So full of feeling and in spell so strong, 

It breathes the soft subduing soul of song, 
And nerves my longing to its high emprise. 
I love to feel the influence of thy voice, 

I love thy sweet and independent ways ! 

I praise and love, I love again and praise, 
Thou hast so many virtues — ^where's the choice ? 

I love thee for thy mind and for the maze 
It leaves me in, and thus do I rejoice. 

Thy voice may dwindle to the whispMng call. 
And soon may fail the lustre of thine eye ; 

I love thy heart, oh, dearer far than all, 
Because I hope to love it in the sky. 
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1. 

Stars oast their shadows on the boundless sky, 
And science counts, with telescopic eye, 

From these their distance from the King of Day : 
Each mortal oasts his shadows on the road, 
And conscience tells from these how far th' abode 

Of heav'n lies upw6u:d from his devious way. 

2. 

YiThere many a shady bush combin'd 

To hide a fountain's bed, 
A little lucid brook repin'd, 

Because its friend had fled. 
That friend had wander'd many a mile 

O'er grassy meads and plains. 
Till joining with the Ocean's smile, 

It mingled with its strains. 

Thus for a moment wept the brook. 

Then started on its way ; 
And leaping over many a nook, 

Ban onward like the day. 
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Its music pleas'd the warbling throng, 
Who flutter'd in the vale ; 

And faster still it ran along 
As if 'ttsrould never fail. 

Till cumber'd with a heavy load 

Of brush and weeds and flow'rs, 
It ceased to follow on its road, 

And lost its charming pow'rs ; 
And frogs around its borders hung, 

And vapors rose around, 
And darkness o'er its silence clung, 

A pool without a sound. 

And on the neighb'ring town its scent 

Bred sickness and disease, 
Till ah, too late, it would repent 

Its absence from the seas. 
So, spirit, flows thy little stream ; 

Take heed lest in its flight. 
Its breast with scum and vapors teem 

To breed contagion's blight. 
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XXVIII. 

Ask of the rose that raises its face, 
Beaming the splendor of flowery grace, 

Why it hath giv'n its heart to the sun ? 
Sweet is the answer that comes from her love : 
Because he hath taught me to look up above, 

And tells of an Eden a Peri has won. 

Ask of the acorn that grows to the oak, 
Battling with storms and red lightning-stroke. 

Why it hath, giv'n its heart to the sun ? 
Sweet is the answer that comes from its love : 
Because he hath taught me to look up above, 

And tells of an Eden a Peri has won. 

Ask of my soul, as it swells in its pride. 
Why it is seeking to make thee its bride ? 

Sure is the answer as deeds that are done : 
Because thou hast taught me to look up to heav'n. 
Because thou hast taught what a Saviour has giv'n, 

And told of an Eden a Peri has won. 
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XXIX. 



'Twas night, and fast the river flowed 
With restless current towards the sea ; 
Its waves, exalting to be free, 

Swept wildly o'er the meadow-road. 

The clover bent its ruby head, 
The leafy brushwood gather'd fast, 
And louder rose the river blast. 

And o'er the fields the water spread. 

It is for humankind I toil, 

The spirit whisper'd to my fear ; 
I leave my fountain once a year, 

And go to fertilize the soil. 

A shadow slept beside a cave. 
And dark and cold it was within. 
A breeze may bring the tempest din, 

But shadows prophesy the grave. 
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I look'd about, in fright dismay'd, 
But soon I heard the spirit Bong : 
Away with trembling and be strong, 

For there a mighty heart was laid. 

The TeU of deep and anxious doubt 
Is round my steady feeling thrown ; 
" Be manly 1" breath'd the spirit tone, 

" For Love must tread a thorny route." 

XXX. 

Spirits of the great departed, 

Best ye in the paper tomb ; 
Let the dingy cobweb bind you 

With the dust in silent gloom ; 
Be your voices still and speechless, 

Better is their silence now. 
They have brought Ambition's sorrow, 

They have wrinkled up my brow. 
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the deep, the weary longing ! 

the restless wild desire 1 
Bright and gay is Glory's halo ; 

Would it were not bom of fire I 
He that seeks and wins to wear it, 

Sated soon may learn to spurn ; 
Swift and flashing like the lightning, 

Like the lightning it will bum. 

She, the good, and dear, and beauteous. 

She the guerdon of my song. 
She to whom the pray'rs and wishes 

Of my loving heart belong ; 
Sho can lead me to a Glory, 

She can lead me to a rest, 
Where there is no flame to scorch me. 

Where no thorns are to be prest. 

Seek anew to win her spirit, 
Be the struggle fierce and long ; 

Love may bring the sad unquiet ; 
She can teach thee to be strong. 
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Onwaxd with the firm endeavour, 
Shade aad rain should ne\er daunt ; 

Onward, and if thou can'st triumph, 
Thou hast all that Life can grant 

XXXI. 

Disease may cramp the willing hand. 
And dust may gather on the pen, 
The watery humour clog the ken, 

The ink be frozen in the stand ; 

And love may fail to send the word 

That rises from the inner mind : 

Affection cannot be resigned 
To sleep, altho' it be unheord. 

The phosphor slumbers on the deep, 
The shadow on the mountain crest. 
The star-light seeks its quiet rest ; 

But feeling never leam'd to sleep. 

7 
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A week hath pajBs^d with heayy oaxe ; 
I could not write for sufTring's pang, 
Bnt look'd within my heart and sang 

To thee, for I have placed thee there. 

XXXIL 

To think, conceive, to ponder and project, 
To weigh the motive and the cause explore, 
To trace effects that die upon the shore 

Of passing time, and leave us to reflect 

On what we could have done, is partial life, — 
A wingless bird, a leafless bough, a star 
Whose doubtful light's reflected from afar. 

To feel, be kind, prepared to meet the strife. 
To soothe, encourage, smile away each jar 

In which the soul of being is so rife — ; 

This, this is love and life, this gives the bough 

Its leaves, the bird its wings, the star its light : 
Amid the leaves the bird repeats the vow ; 

The star shall pilot through the final night. 



BS08. 99 

xxxm. 

And can it be that I deserv*d 

That icy look, that cruel word ; 
And is it true that I've preserved . 

My faith so long to be unheard ? 

I've prest the soil of other climes, 
And daily wept because I stray'd ; 

I sang their foreign songs and rhymes, 
But then I sang of thee, my maid. 

My heart hath bow'd in fear, my eyes 
Have shed their sad reproachful tear ; 

Tliou never doubt'st tlie changing skies, 
Nor couldst thou think me insincere. 

Ah, woe the hour, but yet I dream 
Thou didst not aim to be so cold ; 

I've seen before a sunny beam 
Behind a playful vapor's fold. 



100 EBOS. 

do not speak that word farewell, 

It echoes dirgelike in my heart ; 
It hreaks the half-deceiving spell, 

And tells that we for ever part. 

Nay, let me end my days in hope, 

The hope which lives with tongu'd despair f 

The stars may fade from Eden's cope. 
Night comes and then we see them there. 

XXXIV. 

I cannot smile with -thee, my love, I cannot smilo 

again. 
For on my heart a burthen lies and there will long 

remain ; 
I love thee still with all the zeal affection's pow'r may 

bring. 
But never can this soul consent for thee to share its 

sting. 
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Thou art too phre to bear the weight of sorrow I have 

borne, 
And I must feel its bitterness, and I must weep alone. 
'Twould be unkind, nay, 'twere not love to ask thy 

gentle heart 
To share with me, the stricken one, the bitter of my 

smart. 

I cannot ask the guileless bird to still its . tuneful 

throat, 
I cannot beg the playful breeze to hush its lovely note. 
Because this sadness blinds my eye, and pales my 

sunken cheek, 
I cannot ask so much of love, I would not be so weak. 

XXXV. 

I know not why, I know not why 
My heart is filled with tender songs ; 

The tear is starting in my eye. 

And memory rolls her countless throngs — 
And memory rolls her varied throngs 
From days gone by. 
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I know not why, I know not why 
The flowing past is wet with dew, 
And words that reach'd me from the sky. 
Are clothed in sorrow's dusky hue — 
Are clothed in sorrow's worded hue, 
And bring the sigh, 

I know not why, I know not why 
My love is withering on the hough 

Whose leaves are felling down, and fly 
On winds to deck the shaded brow — 
On winds to deck the clouded brow, 
Of memory's sky, 

I know not why, I know not why 
My mind forsakes its wonted ease ; 

Time grants me nothing but a sigh^ 
And light no longer seems to please — 
And light no longer cares to please : 
I can but die. 
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XXXVI. 

What shall I do, what shall I do 
To wean me from my love of gri^, 

To tear the veil from memory's view, 
And catch the sight of sweet relief. 

The worm of sin is on my brain, 

And eats until my heart would burst ; 

And death is in my swollen vein. 
And time is ready to be curst. 

The life that once hcid been is past. 

The hope that might have liv'd is dead. 

The morning views are fading fast, 
And evening comes with silent tread. 

What shall I do, what shall I do : 
The sweat is falling from my brow. 

The fear of death is o'er my view. 
Yet life can give me little now. 
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xxxvn. 

My heart is cold, and hears no more 

The voice of love, 

The voice of love : 
The stars that warm'd its depths before, 
And brought their smiles from beauty's shore, 

Have ceas'd to move. 

My heart is cold and will not feel 

The hopes of love. 

The hopes of love : 
The rosy flowers no longer heal 
The sickness of a lover's weal ; 

The veil is wove. 

My heart is cold and cannot smile 

The smiles of love. 

The smiles of love : 
The birds have left the sunny is|e, 
And feelings, which could once beguile, 

Have leam'd to rove. 
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My heart is cold, and will not weave 

The fears of love, 

The fears of love : 
The fondest recollections leave 
No further cause for love to grieve, 

Nor to reprove. 

xxxvm. 

Yes, it is past, and the spell it is o'er, 

The chord has been snapped and his song is unsung ; 
Bude are the echoes along the rough shore ; 

His vision hath died like a word on the tongue. 

Sweet was the light of her love-speaking eye. 
It sank like the smiles of a sun in a cloud ; 

Warm was her face as she hlush'd a reply, 
Oarelessly feeling, indifferently proud. 

Perils in olden lands often escap'd. 

Storms on the ocean and battles at home ; 

Thus for his country his course he had shap'd. 
Thus for her favour he leam'd how to roam. 
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All was as ashes to her tho' she smil'd, 
All was as straw 'gainst a helmet of steel ; 

Vainly the moments he fondly beguil'd, 

She could smile on him, hut leam'd not to feel. 

Blithe are the songsters that warble on high ; 

Bright are the gleams of the stars on the stream ; 
Sweet is the face of the far-reaching sky, 

But lone is his heart in the death of his dream. 

XXXIX. 

Oh talk to me no more of joys the future hath in store. 
Oh tell me not of bees that toil and pearls that line 

the shore ; 
Above my bosom bends no heav'n, no hues fall on 

my eye, 
My heart is wrung with bitter grief, the grief that 

will not fly. 

And yet I've known some sweet delight, and watoh'd 

with rapture giv'n 
The beams baptiz'd of holy mom pass thro' the gates 

of heav'n, 
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And wonder'd if, like them, my heart, all wet with 

pleasure's tears. 
Would ever enter with such ease into those Eden 

spheres. 

I've watch'd the dew-drop on the flow'r, the rainbow 

on the wave, 
The mountain and the river's flow, the cascade and 

the cave ; 
I've laugh'd and wept with nature's soul, and deem'd 

myself so pure ; 
But now, oh Grod, the rankling wound, oh will it 

never cure. 



You may think from the glow of the cheek and the 
brow 

My spirits are gay as the words which I speak ; 
You think from my eyes, that are beaming just now. 

My soul before pleasure is trembling and weak. 
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But you err when you deem that my bosom is light. 
You know not the sorrow which rankles therein ; 

Gtod shield you from such a sore pitiless blight 
As that which is fastened on me by my sin. 

Ah, dark as the shadow that hangs on the leaf, 

Ah, paler than moonbeams which bend o'er the flow^'r. 

This spirit of mine is envelop'd of grief, 

And feels not the warmth of the morning's sweet 
hour. 

I scarcely would fly, yet I never may find 

A haven, a solace, a hope or a balm ; 
My thoughts have deserted the house of my mind, 

The tempest increases, I hope for no calm. 

But still as you gaze on my anguish, and feel 
With strength that might help me could feeling 
avail; 

Eemember in days of my joyaunce and weal, 
I loved thee, and think if affection can fail. 
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Then think if my spirit, tbo' wounded and crush'd, 
Can turn from that one who had taught her to live, 

And take from these tears, since my voice is hush'd, 
The whole of my fondness — 'tis all I can give. 

XL. 

Ah bitter is the chilly snow, 

Tho' pure and saintlike it appears. 
And tho' it falls from holy spheres, 

It brings its shadow and its woe. 

And dreary is the outer earth. 

The wrinkled shrubs are cold and dark, 
The leafless trees are stiff and sta^k, 

And nature lays aside her mirth. 

The hail is dancing on the pane, 
And tries to wake its music there; 
Ah, could it feel our earthly care, 

'Twould wish to rise to heav'n again. 
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And now its cheerful song is etill, 
It lies upon the frozen ground, 
And when the sun shall come around. 

Twill join the quick and flowing rill, 

And travel to the river's bed, 
And seek the wide and rolling main, 
And then return as laughing rain> 

From vapors by the Sun-god bred. 

The seed shall taste the kindly rain. 
The plant shall rise with beauty rife. 
And wholesome fruit shall burst to life, 

And earth shall raise its thankful strain. 



Be thou the radiant sun to me. 
To rouse the vapors from my soul. 
And I shall reach the precious goal, 

Whate'er the toiling change may be. 
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XLI. 

Beyond the Andes lies a golden field, 

To reach whose borders must the traveller climb 

The roughen'd peaks that rise in snow sublime, 
And st£^d in massive iciness congeal'd. 
The jagged cliffs, with wrinkled brows of black, 

The voiceless cavern and the rough abyss. 

The 6moky clouds that girt each precipice, 
Frown o'er the traveller, and obscure the track ; 

And better had he hear the serpent's hiss 
Than that sweet torpor which invites him back 

To rest in sleep. To loiter is delay ; 
Delay is sleep, the sleep that never wakes ; 

To him who slumbers on life's onward way. 
The glorious sight of Eden never breaks. 
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XLH. 

There is a time, a blessed time, 
When freed from dim desponding doubt, 
The heart may look at things without 

And turn them into melting rhyme ; 

The rhyme that wanders thro' the world, 
With pilgrim staff, and pilgrim garb. 
To heal the wound and draw the barb, 

From those 'round whom the clouds have curl'd ; 

The rhyme that seeks the robber-den, 
And weans a reckless thought from vice. 
And melts the heart's inorusted ice, 

And breathes a Christian love to men ; 

The rhyme that waits nor time nor tide. 
Nor circumstance, nor pow'r nor place. 
But goes with charitable face. 

To tell of one, one only pride. 
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The pride of being good and kind, 

And full of mercy to the weak ; 

The pride that never longs to speak 
But thro' its actions and the mind. 

Be thou the one to solve the dim 

Desponding doubt that veils the boon, 
Arid mine shall be to strive and tune 

My life to an unceasing hymn. 

XLIII. 
1 

How dear are childhood's harmless sports, 
The guileless freaks and happy shouts ! 
There are in them no anxious doubts, 

To shade their sunny-faced reports. 

That rise within the present hour, 
And bring the songs we hear so oft, 
In tones as hallowing as soft. 

The spirits most invalued dow'r. 
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The artless and imselfisli thought, 
The smile that never learn'd to lie, 
The word whose cradle was the sky, 

The act by cunning quite untau^t. 

And these were love, and love was proud 
To reign o'er such a holy scene, 
And bring to childhood all the sheen 

Of heav'n without the shifting cloud. 

There was no wisdom on the stage 
Of youthful moments to direct 
The unsuspecting, and project 

The schemes that prop the sterner age. 



Nor was there need of subtle craft, 

And cautious policy, to steal 

Away the .pain that loves to feel, I [^ cr^-'^v^ 

And forge for man the cruel shaft. 
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Nor was there aspiration's skill, 
With honey'd lies and bland deceit 
To climb thro* triumph and defeat, 

And pamper self on others ill. 

And nature griev'd that time should pass, 
For childhood to obtain its growth ; 
'Tis best that time should run in sloth, 

If artless love control the mass. 



There is no dial in the clime 

Of youth, because it has no shade 
Upon its smooth and even grade, 

And whence the need of marking time ! 

There was no time when Adam walk'd 
Alone in earth's first Paradise ; 
But now how more than swift it flies. 

For sin throughout the world hath stalk'd. 



116 KBOS. 

The weight of wisely years may teach 
The aim of beiiig and its hope ; 
But wlien it sinks behind the cope, 

It turns to childhood's ways and speech. 

And he who hopes to cross the wave 
Of death, and find the glorious rest 
That rises in the spirit's West, 

Must wear his childhood to the grave. 

2 

Ah, Nora, lay thy hand in mine, 
And ever whisper to my love, 
There is no room for Time above, 

No canker blights that upper- vine 

On which our harping kindred feed ; 
But here the restless sprite is swift. 
And sore may be the heav'nly gift. 

And death may frost the precious seed. 
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I've known the fellowship of friends, 
And some have caus'd mine eye to weep, 
And some in earth are fast asleep ; 

The rest pursue their selfish ends. 

The sky is fraught with many a cloud, 
And from the clouds the rain will fall, 
And to the peaks the storm may call 

In accent terrible and loud. 



It is not that I fear the force 
» Of elemental strife ; around 
My heart a silent chord is wound. 
And in my thoughts a plenteous source 

Of consolation ever springs, 

With tender kiss and soft caress, 
To fructify with joy, and bless 

The sad variety of things. 
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But I would show the world how warm. 
In callous ice and chilly sleet, 
How pure and beautiful and sweet, 

Is love when battling with the storm. 

Then, Nora, lay thy hand in mine. 
And ever whisper to my love. 
There is no room for Time above. 

No canker blights that upper vine 

On which our harping kindred feed ; 
But here the restless sprite is swift, 
And sore may be the heav'nly gift. 

And death may frost the precious seed. 
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XLIV. 

To still the throbbing of a toiling brain 
That longs to view its image on the height, 
To find the fountain of a wild delight, 
Whose sole excess is from the present pain ; 
To know in actions that a fervent aim 

Has found an answer to its constant pray'r ; 
To circumspectly plan and nobly dare 
The world's proud scorn in Love's exalted name, — 

In all I find an enviable share, 
And call it, tho' forgot, a lofty fame, 

Which, like the flow'r that hangs by day its head 
And opes it petals to the night's embrace. 

Doth love to stand beside the fever'd bed, 
And shed its lustre on the sufferer's face. 
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XLV. 

I loved thee ; in that single word 
Arose an ever-burning light, 
And on my heart I wish'd to write 

The sweetest name I ever heard. 

That name was thine, and great the joy 
Its echo kindl'd in my thought ; 
And there I daily look*d, and sought 

A rapture time should never cloy. 

I look'd upon the flowery ground. 
The meadow and the purling brook, 
The hillock and the mountain-nook. 

And tum'd me to the ocean bound. 

And Fear opprest me with its long 
And bony hand. I strove to find 
A balsam for a weary mind, 

A sunny answer to my song. 
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The staxs were bending from the sky. 
The leaves were smiling on the stem ; 
" And will she love ?" I asked of them. 

They laughed, but gave me no reply. 

The mist was on the lofty peak, 
A brook was sleeping in a grove — 
Ah 1 can I win her trusting love ? 

Yet they would neither hear nor speak. 

I tum'd me to the playful flow'r; 
The blushes told its secret tale— 
Ah ! tell me, shall I win or fail ? 

But speech was not within its pow'r. 

A friend is giv'n us, for distress, 
By Him whose hand is always true ; 
But there are secrets, well I knew. 

To rriendship, Love would ne'er confess. 
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And so I could not ask a Mend 
To give me comfort and advice, 
And tell me whether sun or ice 

Should crown my courtship's final end. 

But in the midnight's secret time, 
When other souls had gone to dream, 
I sought anew the pleasing theme. 

And told my wishes in the rhyme. 

And sent them, like the sacred dove, 
To seek a resting place in thee ; 
And they have since retum'd to me, 

And brought the olive-branch of Love. 
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XLVI. 



I once was crush'd beneath the weight 

Of disappointment's pow'r ; 
I felt the darkness of my state, — 

It was an evil hour : 
I look'd around for Friendship's hand, 

I hoped and looked in vain ; 
But Nora came by Love's command. 

And smil'd away my pain. 

And now, the long, long, weary years 

I fancied I should pass, 
Are brightening like the skies in tears, 

Thro' Hope's irradiant glass ; 
For, link'd with me, my Nora feels 

Her trust is to our gain, 
And when o'er me a sorrow steals. 

She smiles it back again. 
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XLVIL 

Oh I what is there dearer in life than to woo, 
And win the true love of a virginly heart, 

For the sake of a smile and a word to renew 
A labor where sorrow must claim a full part. 

Warm as the light of Aurora, and fast, 

Courses the blood thro' the sharp-tmgling vein ; 

Flush on the forehead, and cheeks overcast 
With crimson, betray the sole cause of the pain. 

The throb and the doubting so fearfully wild, 
Shaking the heart with the might of the wave ; 

Hopings that cheer'd, tho' they tremblingly smil'd. 
Cold like a sun-ray that falls on a grave. 

Soft was the song of the soul in its fire. 
Earnest and voicefully deep in its tone, 

Yet fearing its pleading might die on the lyre, 
As a tropical riplet in Zembla's bleak zone. 
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Thus thro' the days of the past I have toiPd, — 
Slowly they walked thro' the gates of my life ; 

But all of the doubting and fear is assoyl'd, 

And sweet was the wound of the deep-cutting knife. 

Oh I what is there dearer in life than to woo. 
And win the true love of a virginly heart, 

For the sake of a smile and a word to renew 
A labor where sorrow must claim a full part. 
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XLVIII. 

Ah 1 Nora, let each flying moment bring, 

Me nearer to the heart I woo'd and won ; 

The toils of life are waiting to be done. 
And thro' these labors we must learn to sing 
The words of comfort to the world around. 

The sad, the weary, and the heart opprest, 

May find through us the road that leads to rest. 
And leeom how blessings on the earth are found. 

A sweet kind word of gentleness has blest, 
Where sorrow scom'd the trumpet's pompous sound ; 

A deed of kindness soars beyond the sky, 
Where pow'r may only rise above the roof; 

And when the sun of life shall close its eye, 
In this our love shsll boast its sacred proof. 
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XLIX. 

A wind may snap the frail strings of the lyre, 

And strew the fragments on 'the willing ground, 
And silence hush the oft-repeated sound, - 

Which fann'd the heart into a flame of fire. 
The dream of fame may vanish into air. 

And wealth be scattered like the flying chaff. 
In these I never wish'd to seek a staff 

To guide me onward in this vale of care. 

The soul of feeling is the better half 
Of life ; without it nought on earth is fair. 

Thou art that soul, perchance to smile no more 
On him who loves thee with the pride of man, 

And not as one who wish'd for sordid ore. 
And then despis'd the wise-god's cruel ban. 
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L. 

Oh, what are the cares of this earth to a soul 
That rose in the freshness of life's early mom. 

And won a true heart ere a shadow had stole 

Along the smooth path of her feeling's fair daivn. 

Little she dream'd of a chord she had swept, 
Waking to music the nerves of his frame ; 

Little she dream'd of the tears he had wept, 
In each of whose faces there sparkl'd her name. 

Deep in the innermost shrine of her breast, 
Slept the sweet thoughts that awaken'd to hear 

The tale of a love that was panting for rest. 
And sought it but vainly until she drew near. 

Oh what are the cares of this earth to a soul 
That rose in the freshness of life's early mom, 

And won a true heart ere a shadow had stole 
Along the smooth path of her feeling's fair dawn. 
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LI. 



The world is cold and callous and unkind, 

Consigning to neglect the humble good ; 

But loud in praises of imperial blood, 
And all the triumphs of a guilty mind, 
The envious eye, the sland'ring tongue, the lynx 

Of cruel sarcasm, and the smiles it spar*d 

That they might torture but the more, compared 
To which a God of Mercy was the Sphynx : 

These were the gifts of earth our Saviour shar*d, 
And should we wonder if a mortal sinks 

Beneath the cares that Saviour pray'd might pass 
From him untasted. Such is earth indeed, 

Such are the dttrkened sands that fill the glass 
Of Time ; ah, whither shall the spirit speed. 
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LH. 

To thee, to thee, my changeless longings turn, 

And, lo I the sands assume the hue of gold; 

The world no longer is unkind and cold. 
But leans to kindness, quite intent to learn 
How life appeared in such a sunny dress — 

Faith smiles, and gentle-hearted Hope is crown'd ; 

And temper now forgets he ever frowned : 
So sweet is confidence in loveliness. 

The scenes of light and laughing joy surround, 
And moping trouble lingers but to bless. 

God always speaks thro' love, and love thro' thee, 
To him who won a valued word of thine. 

Who has no soul-oppressing fear to flee. 
Because the world is full of warm sunshine. 
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LHI. 

There's a throbbing in my brain, 
And a languor on my cheek, 

There's within my heart a pain, 
And my spirit waxes weak. 

I could sorrow, I could weep, 
I could tremulously sigh ; 

But they will not bring me sleep, 
Is it wrong to wish to die ? 

From the fountain of my breast 
Eolls an ever shifting stream, 

And the waters will not rest, 
I could wish it were a dream. 

I have done you, dear, no wrong. 
For I have loved you in the deed. 

Will you teach me to be strong 
When my bosom learns to bleed. 
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Oh, the world is so unkind, 
It hath never walked with love, 

And the ejes of men are blind. 
For i^iBj never saw the grove. 

And they envy me the prize 
I have fomid in winning thee, 

And they torture and despise 
To entice thee off from me. 



Let me hold thee by the hand, 
Let me look into thine eye. 

And whatever fate command, 
I shall never fear to die. 



They may place the sea between, 
They may tell thee I'm untrue. 

They may vent the bitter spleen, 
They may foUow and pursue. 
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But my feeling shall return 

On a goodly angel wing, 
And thy confidence shall spurn 

All the venom of their sting. 

And my passion shall relate 

All the sufTring I have borne, 
And despite the cruel fate, 

Thou from me shalt ne'er be torn. 



134 EB08. 



LIV. 

There is a feeling in the lone-still hour, 
There is a feeling in the noisy hum 
Of men, which whensoever it may come 

Is full of thought, of passion, and of power ; 

Which could it last would drive the soul to madness. 
And light a torch that never might expire 
But with the spirit's latest spark of fire, 

And then to leave no trace of former gladness. 

Even now it sweeps across my happy frame. 
And strives to reproduce the pleasant past, 
Bringing the simshine with the stormy blast, 

The shadow blended with the golden aim. 
Our world is finite, but the world on high 
Be veals this feeling in immensity. 
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LV. 
'Tis true that night may bring its gloom, 

And sleep enchain the weary sense 

Of those who seek it for defence ; 
But here within my lonely room 

I watch beyond the midnight hour, 
And wait in patience with the calm, 
For thoughts that come to make the psalm 

Of life arise in speaking power. 

And fly to seek a goodly rest, 

The rest that one of earth may give ; 
And teach my spirit how to live : 

'Tis thus it seeks thy gentle breast. 

And then, perchancCi its loving soul, 
Caress'd by thee, would spread its wing. 
And busily wander forth to sing 

The fadeless glory of the goal 
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That lies within the reach of all ; 
And wander not to sing alone, 
But wishing to relieve the groan 

Of those who lie in sorrow's thrall. 

Be this the toil that duty claims, 
And tho' we sorrow on the earth, 
Our lasting bliss shall find its birth, 

And ours shall be undying names. 
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LVI. 

The halcyon sUUs the rough and rolling wave 
With sootiiing strains of mnsiG, and the breast 
Of ocean revels in a glorious rest, 

Which soft and murmuring breezes never gave. 

He tunes the Vind to harmony, and it feels 
The spirit of his notes, and thus prolongs 
The dulcet cadence of his melting songs ; 

Till summer'sleep enchains the ooean, and reveals 
A beauty none had deem'd he could display, — 
A beauty jewell'd in the light of day. 

Be thou the halcyon to my changing thought. 
To still the winds that rough the inner deep. 

And hallow all recurring day hath brought 
To lull the tempest into peaceful sleep. 
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Lvn. 

Ahl const thou doubt the sun will shine to-morrow. 
The sparkling fountain bubble in its bed, 
The rose resume its wonted hue of red, 

The grave repeat its daily tale of sorrow? 

Can^t thou believe the blue of heav'n will vanish, 
"the peak discard its diadem of snow, 
The ruby lose its all-enchanting glow, 

The pine forget in union to be clannish ? 
Doubt all, my dear, but never deem the flow 

Of rapid shifting time shall serve to banish 
The rich, thq restless feeling of my heart, 

That grows in beauty as it tends to thee : 
Thro' time thou wilt remain as now thou art, 

The best and dearest of the earth to me. 
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Lvm. 

Nay, do not smile, and deem me weak, 
Because I tell thee of the deep 
And fervent thoughts that love to keep 

Their watch, and hourly rise to speak 

The growing love I bear to thee ; 
Nor think me foolish when my tongue 
Essays to sing, as some have sung, 

A true and fervent melody. 

To those whose charms shall never die; 

The breeze repeats its hourly tale, 

Until it grows into the gale. 
To move the clouds across the sky. 

And so would I the vow renew, 

Until it waxes to the fact, 

That I might prove by manly act 
How sweet affection is when true. 
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And stable in its single aim, 

To shield thee from the rising shade. 
And fnlly blunt the threat'ning blade. 

And fell the care that seeks to maim. 



what were day without the breeze, 
Or sun-ray, to repeat the vow 
Of love unto the leafy bough, 

And what were all the rolling seas 

Without the sweet and nightly song 
That breathes the air of Eden's grove. 
And falls to teU the hourly love 

Of all the high and starry throng. 

And what were love to my desire. 
If I could rest in silence now. 
With fasten'd lip and marble brow ? 

Ah, Nora, I have rous'd the fire ; 
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And hourly shall I seek to fan 
Its flame unto a greater length, 
And learn that woman has a strength 

Eesponsive to the wish of man. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Adisu. 

The rain returns unto the sea, 

The eagle to his lofty nest ; 
And so will I come back to thee, 

For thou and only thou canst make me blest. 

Adieu. 

The acorn seeks the parent ground, 
Light travels backward to the sky ; 

And thlis to thee my thoughts rebound. 
Thou art the star that lights my destiny. 
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